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C h r i s to ph e r  Davis
In t ro d u c in g  Thy  
Salt Bride
Last n igh t ,  to c h a n g e  w as te  in to  b r ig h t  clay,
I gu lped  a w h o le  bo t t le  of g r e e n  food dye.
Having faked a deadly  il lness just  to stay h o m e  
I guzz le  up a tu m b le r  of red  w ine .  Come
sunset,  t h e  k i t c h e n  c e i l i n g ’s w h i t e  f luo rescen t  g lo w in g  
seems th e  soul’s h a l f - ta s ted  vanil la  in m y  w e t  roof.
Should last n i g h t ’s boiled beef  s t ink  of dea th ,  
th e  sta inless  cau ld ron  sunk in suds? Cheap
greasy  soap clouds bury  fumes d o w n  deep  
in to  my nervous  l i t t le  end ings ,  m y dam p  tissue.
W ild  rats  s c a m p e r in g  in c i rc les  in w h i t e  walls,
I guess I chose  no t  to add red. G iggl ing ,
I rub g re e n  all over  my p ink  bedspread,  d o w n  
in to  my f ea th e r - f la b b y  pillow, sku l l - im pressed :
I smear  shit  p r in t s  across f lam ing  plateglass,  
d ream s  fee l ing  deep  in to  our  avocado g r o v e ’s black
shadows: look out: tw o  ghos ts  glow,  th e i r  l imbs 
w h i t e  c rooked  bones  in th e  p lacen ta  of g r e e n  leaves:
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I ’m t h a t  foo l  k n e e l i n g  in  m o i s t  r o t ,  a c o ld  
s n a k e  c h i l l i n g  o n e  p a l m  p r e s s in g  s k i n  d o w n
i n t o  t h e  g ra ve ,  m y  l e f t  h a n d ’s t a l o n s  c u r l e d  
a r o u n d  o u r  S a v i o r ’s purse ,  H is  s e r p e n t
e n l a r g i n g ,  s t u f f i n g  t h i s  m a w .  C a n ’ t H is  g l a r e  
p i e r c e  t h i s  so f t  s k u l l ,  spy  H is  m e a t  l i t  i n s i d e
; m y  t o n g u e  r e v o l v i n g  t h i s  w a y ,  s l i d i n g ,  t w i s t i n g  a l l  
a r o u n d  H im ,  f o r t h ,  back? Dare  I l o o k  up  i n t o  m y  eyes?
Please press  a p a lm  d o w n  on  m y  h a i r  to  s h o w  p le asu re .  
I p u l l  b ack  p a l m  and  f i n g e r s  f r o m  w h i t e  h ea t ,
m y  m o u t h  e m p t y .  1 s t r i p  d o w n ,  s h o w  m y  t i n g l i n g  
f le sh ,  sh o ve  m y  b r o w n  tan  up  a g a in s t  t h e  su r fa ce
o f  o u r  eye,  p a i n t  i t s  sa l t  s w e a t  a r o u n d  across 
t h e  b u r n i n g  g lo b e ,  t r a p p e d  in  t h i s  f i l a m e n t
b o d y  I ha ve  n o  c h o i c e  b u t  t o  k e e p  l i t  
a f e w  m o r e  n i g h t s ,  t h a t  y o u  m a y  t r y .
C u t B a n k
